
New Forms of
Short Fiction

ft'ram The Dial)

T*"r, condition«! under which the acted

drama has been produced in different

apes have come to be pretty well under-

.ood. T"16 (-*m'k «beatre=, however shattered
i fragment,-*.!, have had their preneral dis-

,iia'oris nxsdc clear. Molière's data.his

"Jfjgfflss and a passion, along with a court

jjence.are fully comprehended. The Eliza-

yjjstn ataft, *hank< to the studies of Mr. J.

-^der Ma:the\v< and others, ha.» issued

-g, the dusk of conjecture.and from the

itVtr dusk of ¡pnorance which did not even

«¿iie that there was anything in particular
«conjecture ai««»ut. It is now clearly under-

..-od that the details of playwriting and of

.¿.-.producing have been greatly conditioned

,*«/«¦.here by the mere physical and mechani-

¿ ratan» of publicity.
Nome similar effort might be made on behalf

.' action,.ought to be made, in fact, if the

.jja-ftfr and aspect of much of the light
^jing of to-day is properly to be appre-

^-led and appraised. How, m fact, have the

-v-dern equivalent- for the choral altar and

y inn courtyard, so to speak, made their in-

¡-_ce felt? The fiction of the daily n«rwss-

¡utr. of some of the weekly periodical?, even

_\\ of the "movies." will be seen in a differ-

-r.tand justrr lipht if the conditions g.erning
plication are more clearly kept in view.

The »«rial published in monthly instalments

.«.«¦-.ho- still holds its place. It see.is the

-atl descendant of those marvels by Dickens

. Thackeray which, during the '40's, first

n the light in monthly "parts." In days
»ten the stately quarterlies held the first place
; the public attention and esteem, the month

¿a not seem a large unit of time. But the

¦i»_ly and the daily have made the month a

_I1 eternity. The monthly serial still lum-

«*rs alonf*:, but its goal seems all the time to

.»»the bound volume or book publication. In

¦ of these forms the magazine serial recon-

rxn, in this day of short-breathed haste, its

.terrupted continuity, overcomes the disjoint-
:f of its cons-ecutiveness.
The most striking example of fiction condi-

.soed by method of publication is to be found

:the daily pre**. This type of fiction con¬

ns itself most with the hitches and draw-

ss of married life. One distressful couple,
ri¦subordinate figures and occasional simple
.a(ts of scene, quite suffices. Marion and

¦Onr appear daily, to the extent of a column

rs. The wife may be flighty and extrava-

n**, the husband grave and patient. Or Wil-

x* may be dogged, ungracious, inconsiderate,

lid M-asrio:* sensitive and plaintive. Thus

:r?ugh every week-day of the year, with each

»Won of the story more or less independent
-i ¦elf-6'jrcVmg. You vo off for a week to

W York, or for a month to San Francisco,
"f for a year to the Pole, and when you return

«inon and Wilbur are having instalment- of

*»:r familiar jars on the familiar scale. This

t|ht be called the angleworm type of fiction

ten, choppy lengths, each one of them intelli-
tiie and available without exact regar«! for

>9ther length?. The worm so finely cut up

*-dcni rea.*««mrr'es himself.fails in fact, to

^back for a well-rounded finish.
loa «thief r,h'<*.»Mon to thia »type of fiction is

-**» in poir* of characterization, it Ls stati<\

*"r«hic(r* like real development, like true evo-

¦^»n, is ar -.*. Wilbur, if «lour and selfish

.^iaeon&i-if ra'f la February, is found to be

.¦«¦'».the less mj in August. Marion, however,

**l-«ufrering when we left her in early sum-

**". n«v»r reaches the point of open protest
'*tt*a»'.lic«- _¿ of December. The two

mark time, performing a

^ntr dance that brin-»., them no nearer a

*. Their man.uvres lend some color to the
'.«." that th<-» »-.t the journey's

-¡deration in humanity's
¦^dsne! Another objection to

¦uty** -/ ; . || that ¡t mugt -^ written-
¦ arHtta. " to coalesce with

« . »mns.an undifi-
.'».lishins- people.

* literature like enough to fail when it
******* *. ider: that 11 M Kad as to
'*'¦"} or to write. as ( harles

*¦«. once Uirsatfl KB«j to do for ar'ti«>uity.
**»u-«t . p jr.!i . that exists in

Ik is long on hced-
. .

.bat i- largely <*on-

rt interval-, fer
the i n term it-

;* si d advent¬

iv of» ¦-'¦¦¦¦.-'¦ indi-ridoal: Use biographical
r«.';u«-nt.ly a detec-

.¦*or«> imf«f,rtarr» or V important, whose
** W tritti ar«. Um same» rest

blandly rstiocinativs or tpmmútnsalj
4ftc* I Mal Bgars of such

^** - 0 r>, with fr«'f*iii»ncy, a

"**..*-«. «/;«.; w¡.lf) mov,.. «.hr««ij|?h Western

^
*" * «-"-d 'if 1 - »sosMéat spodal

¡j^*r''''' '.' S« S.«klIf woman (Eng
y circulâtes as a

.^
tr'J,-,' >.M want«» \m ' ti

^¿*nh *'"' '.'' '»'".'-. right when tb< local
*^ti«*s fail, -]> sjtetaka to this

JV that it, too, : rtatk. The

|2?_ __J ,,r" tßl-h\m*n»ti character that

¿¿*, ¦*.***.«. « ' sped. Afa.l., be

ii-JV''' ' t, Indatd, ioaM
Ï". if l»S*: f-4-rKti» !» to .,.....;,. h. TsVSS an

p^y:,i «teMMa* that '¦* oaotrfalntf, i«

¦ ,f tas author, mn-'iil'-ulating the
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public's interest, «ir failinp to maintain hi:

own, kills off his leading parsonage, there i¡

but one thin** to do: ho must revive him. pul
him on hi« leps and start him affain on hi!

«ourse. Another objection i« that the real in

terest i/etfl to be transferred to the subordinate
fii/ures which must constantly Le fed into the
..rirs; sometimes, even, to the new environ¬

ments in which these tif/ures function. .So

that the death of the protajrunist, even if pre¬

mature, is not always a calamity; particularly
in a certain kind of detective story, where the

two necessary rules seem to be: first, write
hackwards; «eoond, avoid characterization.
Yet the established type of character always
has held, and always will hold, it«; own affainst
new, fresh, authentic studies. Imbedded in a

Mfin of stories of the bioffraphical sort, it
holds its own and meets a real need.

A plausible but exasperating form of fiction

is one which is encount«-re«l in certain weeklies
and runs through three or four consecutive
issues. It is pseudo-autobiographical in char-

H'-iiT and may be called the telescope type. It

purports to be the intimate, detailed experi-
enceh of a single irvlividual, reperted by him¬

self. If such a fiction is represented as com-

inif from the hand «if a neeeejfal professional
man, a man whose nuccess has enabled him to

¦eastrats to scenes which the less successful,
however avid, hav«- been unable to reach, and

if it professes to handle with exactness and

without reserve the financial details of the

.vocial advance« of himself, wife, sons, and

daughters, with what it all cost end boo th.
cost was distributed, then it la pretty certain

to «i*ain acceptance and r/OfglM« Vet can any one

doubt that a Action of this sort is a men- com¬

pilation, drawn from a do/en "careers'1 real or

ima«¿rined? "Mere/* however, i.-, not th« word
for such extended industry and >Uth far-Ann«
inquiry.or invention a« must «nter into the

composition of a social study OÍ this type. The

experienced practitioner, though he detecta
readily enouph the » -sential BUabuggerj of
the scheme, cannot withhold admiration for the

hand that cast th«1 net m wide and composed
its heterogeneous haul to sud* an effect] of
rompactness and plausibility.
"The (.old Hi.»-," Mich a fiction mipht be

named. And what is to prevent others of like

nature9 "The Bird of Paradise," for example,
mij-ht telescope the social experiences of a

d17.cn brilliant dauphters of the fortunate, be¬

hind whose reiterated "I's" stands perhaps a

ro'nu-t, sardonic youni/ man. "The Drudfje,"
written not on a kitchen table but in some

scent««i boudoir, will epitomize for us, in a

fashioi net too open to the charge of fakinp.
the concentrated domestic routine of a hundred
weary wives and mothers in lowly circum¬

stances. And w«>ekly numbers will carry the

second instalment over the lan«i before the im-

pres'on created by th«' first has had time to

dim. And the third will follow the second.

The tourist serial, an elastic, peripatetic
affair which may be called the Pullman type,
does not call for much attention, thoufrh it

appeari to be growing in favor. I presume M
¦temt largely from the Williamsons. A r.mall

group of people, preferably incongruous, t-hift
¦ling pest viuied backgrounds, scenic or his¬

torical« If these people, men an«! women alike,
have an easy command of slang, or even of
ti;e jargon of the sporting column, they will
not tanate, reading any harder for their crea-

tor'~ clientèle, nor his success any the le-ss. All
this presuppos«s, of course, a newspaper public,

OIM reading «juite in the newspaper spirit.

The movie.« may profess to rest on a picto¬
rial basis, just as the opera professes to rest

on a musical basis. But scenario, no less than
libretto, has a literary aspect that conditions
fundamentally the whole work. The screen,

indeed, by virtue of its many "leaders" and

"inserts," bits of conversation, and facsimiles
of letters and telegrams, is constantly con¬

cerned with literary expression. One would
wish for "The Adventures of Anabel," for
"Narrow-mindedness," and for "A Daughter
of Heaven" an initial quality of thought that

might make the enormous expenditure of

time, effort, and money seem better justified.
One inclines also to wish that the multitudi¬
nous bits of text thrown on the screen might
be less pitifully awkward and illiterate. One

might even suggest a literary adviser for the

great producing studios, were it not for the

fact that, to the masses, the second-rate is

often more acceptable than the first-rate, and
the further fact that, with minds of a certain
calibre, finish abashes rather than gratifies.

About free verse as a new and practicable
medium of fiction, I have already written in
these pages. To the names of Masters, Frost,
and Amy Lowell, in this field, may properly
be added the name of Mary Aldis. Many of

the pieces in her "Flashlights" are definitely
called "Stories in Metre," and (however
sharp-edged, bitter-tanged and disconcerting
some of the themes may be) fully justify her
title. They have a contemporaneity and an

actuality that should not fail with a public
whose chief reading is in the daily press, and

jet possess qualities that make them accept¬
able on a different and higher plane.
To end with, vhese newer forms of fiction

are conditioned net only by the vehicle of pub¬
lication, but by the public state of mind and

by the general average of public taste. If that

improves, literature will improve in response.
Yet why demand that it improve? To many

persons art in all its forms is but a mere

casual diversion. If one can enjoy what is

currently placed before him, why put oneself
out by trying to qualify for the enjoyment of

something that would be sure to be different

yet would not be sure to be more amusing?
Recall the case of the two travellers who were

once thrown together as roommates. Number
One, seeing Number Two busy with soap, tooth¬
brush, nail-file, and the like, exclaimed won-

deringly. "How much trouble you must be to

yourself!" But the best is not reached with¬

out trat*ail. Il faut »o-uffrir pmir Hre belle.
whether in body or in mind.

Bacillus and
Circumstance

.-¦-.: * ,r* '* * .

'<lined from Page Six

You must stop, even if you hate the
stuff. Do you understand?

Cottontail | Hysterical).Ican'tstop,
I can't stop; I never started, I can't
stop-

Dr. ( oxy.Very well, sir, I must in¬
sist on taking: the only measure that will
save your life. (He steps to the door
and rails) Mrs. Cottontail, will you
come here immediately?

(Enter Mrs. Cottontail.)
Cottontail.My dear-
Da. (oxy.If you please, madame.

Let me explain first. You can have it
out with your husband later. I'm sorry
to tell you. Mrs. Cottontail, that your
husband has gout. He has contracted
it from excessive drinking. You knew,
of course, that he was a heavy drinker?

Mn>. Cottontail (Surprised, but not
in the least incredulous).I couldn't go
so far as to say I knew it.

Dr. Cow*.He* must stop or he'll die.
( oTTONT4.li. (Rapidly and wildly).I

can explain everything, my dear. The
doctor*! all wrong. The whole trouble
is somebody pulled the roof off the other
day and stabbed me with a poisoned
sword. I was right here in this room.
I was just quietly reading The Evening
Post. I knew no good would come of
our moving into this new apartment
house, with its fancy wire and green
paint and tree food, and all the rest
of it.

Da. Coari (To Mrs. Cottontail, who
owids hm) m ignoring the patient).You
can km for yourself, madame, just how
rational he is. 1 leave him in your care,
Mrs. Cottontail. Don't l<-t him out of
your sight. Try and find out where he
gets his liquor. If he pleads with you
tor a drink, be firm with him. Follow
him everywhere. Mike him obey, h
won't be hard in his enfeebled condi¬
tion. I'll In* around to-morrow. (To
Cottontail) Remember, one drink may
be fatal.

(Exit Dr. ( 'ony.
( m tun 1411 -.My dear, it was a pink

monster, with an enormous dagger. It
lifted off the ceiling-

Mn«. Corto«tail.Peter, can't you
even be temperate in your lies?

Corroierai». (Sinkinn hilplessly in his
chair>.My dear, I was just sitting
quietly, reading The Evening Post-

Mas. <'<>-i-TiiNTAiia.You brute! I al¬
ways had a feeling you were too good
to be 'rue.

Cottontail (Fei hly and hopelessly).
I was just sitting, reading The Evening
Post (hie voice trails off i.itt, nothina-
nesi. He tits motionless, huatUed up
in the chair. Suddenly he speaks again,
but H is a new voice, strangely al¬
ter, (I.) Mopsy, give me The Sun.

Mr«. ( «iTTONTAir. (Looking at him in
antatement).What do you say?

< oTTONT.ur. (His muscles relax. His
i yet stare stupidly. He speaks without
ttntt or expression).The .Sun! The
Sun! The Evening Sun!

(H» it quite mad.)
(Curtain.)

IJ-Boats and Naval War

Continued from Paga One

first practical demonstration of the de¬
structive possibilities of the underwater
Loat when in actual war condition«. In
our Civil War Lieutenant Payne, of the
Confederate navy, accomplished the
first destruction of an enemy's cruiser
when he sank the Housatonic in
Charleston harbor. Robert Fulton built
a "dive boat'' for the French govern¬
ment early in the last century which
gave fairly satisfactory results; while
in the few decades preceding the pres¬
ent war Americans developed subma-
rir.t' navigation to the highest degree
of perfection then known. Yet in the
last few years German thoroughness,
backed by the highest scientific attf.in-
.nents and technical skill, ha« developed
this most difficult of all maritime navi¬
gation to a point where it actually de¬
fies the greatest naval power in the
world.even in her home waters.

a\s has been said, it would be pre¬
mature to predict that all above-water
warcraft are to be consigned to the junk
heap. So long as other naval powers
maintain their present naval construc¬
tion programme the United States must
keep apace, but it must be evident to

.ny intelligent mind that the subma¬
rine has come to stay and will forrr a

powerful, if not decisive, factor in naval
warfare of the future.


